
REDEEMER 

UNIVERSITY COLLEGE 



Charlotte Mason’s House of Education, 
Scale How, Ambleside, UK, 2009 


the Armitt 

a 

Collection 

The Charlotte Mason Digital Collection is a not-for-profit 
database created in 2009-2011 to assist scholars, researchers, 
educators and students to discover, use, and build upon the 
Charlotte Mason Collection of archives, journals and books 
housed in the Armitt Library & Museum (UK). To learn more 
about this database or to search the digital collection, go to The 
Charlotte Mason Digital Collection. 

Your use of images from the Charlotte Mason Digital 
Collection is subject to a License . To publish images for 
commercial purposes, a license fee must be submitted and 
permission received prior to publication. To publish or present 
images for non-profit purposes, the owner, Redeemer University 
College, must be notified at cmdc@redeemer.ca and submission 
of a copy of the context in which it was used also must be 
submitted to the owner at cmdc@redeemer.ca. Credit lines, as 
specified in the License , must accompany both the commercial 
and non-profit use of each image. 

Unless you have obtained prior permission, you may not 
download an entire issue of a journal nor may you make multiple 
copies of any of the digital images. Higher resolution images are 
available. [Low resolution (150 dpi), single copy printing is 
permitted: High resolution images for publication can be 
purchased. Please contact Redeemer University College in 
writing as specified in the License to request high resolution 
images. 

While the document originals are housed in the Armitt Library & 
Museum, Redeemer University College owns the rights to the 
Digital Images (in jpg/pdf format) of the original archival 
documents and artifacts. The original Digital Images and 
database metadata are owned and maintained by Redeemer 
University College. Multiple images are bound together in PDF 
Packages. Click here to download the latest version of Adobe 
Reader for better viewing. In the PDF, click an image thumbnail 
to view it. 

This project was made possible through collaboration among the 
Armitt Library & Museum (Ambleside, UK), Redeemer 
University College (Ancaster, Canada) and the University of 
Cumbria (UK) and with the financial assistance of the Social 
Sciences and Humanities Research Council of Canada. 


Need help? If you do not see a side -bar with image thumbnails: 

Some of the PDF packages are large and will take some time to download. A very large PDF package may open more successfully 
if you download it first to your desktop. (From inside the database record, right-click on the link to the PDF package and save the 
link to your desktop.) Once it’s on your desktop, you can open it up with a recent version of Adobe Reader . 

If you have a Macintosh with Safari, the default program to open PDFs is Preview, which does not open the PDF packets. Mac 
users need to download Adobe Reader . If this cover page appears without a list of PDF files (either at the side or bottom of the 
screen), look for a paper clip or a menu option to view attachments. If you click that, you should see a list of the pages in the PDF 
package. 

Viewing files with Linux: This works with the default PDF viewer that comes pre-installed with Ubuntu. While viewing this 
cover page in the PDF viewer, click '’View” on the top toolbar, and check the box that says "Side Panel". That will bring up the 
side panel. The side panel will show only this cover page. Click the ‘arrow’ at the top of the side panel, and it will give you the 
option to view "attachments." If you click that, you should see a list of PDF files, which are the pages in the PDF package. 


Social Sciences and Humanities Conseil de recherches en 
Research Council of Canada sciences humaines du Canada 




' He 


.■GOING down THE kill . 

By Lady Bray, 

• - "A Troublesome Trio.” 

. .. Fve < s Paradise.’ and 

Auth ° r ° , „f age as well as in the blossom 

will ^ d o h { e ^Sh^MedSns of Marcus Aurelius. 

t en three score years and ten, I 
“ Three score years ana _ > sort of me lancholy refrain 
kept repeating the woks o\e even ti e th birthday. I was 
as I sat by# the fireside upon have been the most 

not exactly unhappy, in e^^ fof x had everything to 

ungrateful of mor a s ‘ , one Loving daughters, 

moke the childhood of old age a happy one. n; & 8 

melrvWUe grandchildren, and a home of luxury and comfort. 
“Z -perhaps I may be forgiven if a vem o melancholy 
stole over me-I had reached the allotted age of the Psalmist, 
and henceforth there must be labour and sorrow, eten the 

grasshopper would be a burden. 

As long as I could say “ sixty,” it did not seem nearly so old, 
even “ sixty-nine ” was years younger than seventy. 1 was 
still active and brisk, my sight and my hearing wen ’ 

I did not feel old, and yet I was rapidly “ going down the hill. 

The fire was burning brightly, my chair was very comfoi table, 
and there was a delicious fragrance from the hot-house flowers 
which had been showered on me for my birthday. I suppose 
I began to get a little sleepy for now the refrain of “ three score 
years and ten ” changed themselves into another monotonous 
measure “going down the hill, going down the hill.” 

Oh! how nice it was when we were “going up,’ though 
even then we were never satisfied, it was always “ on, on, ^ 
never standing still, always wanting “ just one step more. 
The crawling baby stretching out arms and wanting to be the 
toddling child, the child hastening on to the schoolboy, the 
youth longing for manhood ; no standing still. 

“ Hush ! Grannie’s getting sleepy,” said the voice of my 

dearest little grandchild. “ Poor Grannie, she is getting old 
now.” 

The voice did not disturb me at all ; but only seemed to 
blend in with my sleepy fancies. 
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“ I wonder ” continued the little voice “ how it feels to be 
old, I wish Grannie would not get old, I don’t want her to one 
bit, oh ! how funny it would be,” here there was a little rippling 
laugh, oh ! it would be funny if Grannie were to begin to 
get younger again, and go on getting younger and ydunger 
until—” Here the voice seemed to fade away, and whether 
I just dropped asleep, or whether my spirit really left my 
body, and I floated away into another world, I cannot tell you. 
I must leave you to guess that for yourselves. 

All I can say is, that 1 found myself wandering alone in an 
old-fashioned garden, full of sweet flowers, and the air full of 
the murmuring of bees. Where could I be ? Everything 
looked quite strange to me. In the distance I could catch 
through the trees a glimpse of a large house, but I lacked the 
courage to go up to it and ring the bell to ask where I was. 

All at once I heard voices, and looking up, I saw two ladies 
coming down one of the paths. A sudden feeling of shyness 
seized me, and I stepped behind some of the thick shrubs. 
What would they think of an intruder in their private garden ? 
more especially one who could not even account for being 
there. The sound of their voices reached my ears, and one 
of. them seemed strangely familiar to me, though I found it 
difficult to remember faces I seldom forgot the sound of a 
voice, and I was certain that the voice of the taller of the 
ladies was well-known to me. Where could I have heard it 
before ? it must have been a long time ago, for it seemed to 
bring back to my memory old recollections. 


I listened attentively, and all at once it dawned upon me. 
“Why it is exactly like Aunt Charlotte’s voice; but no! 

I added upon second thoughts, “that is quite impossible, 
she died ten years ago.” 

Still, though I knew it was utterly impossible that it could 
be her, I leaned forward a little trying to catch sight of the 
speaker’s face, and in so doing revealed my presence. 

“ Why here is a new arrival,” said the voice which was so 
familiar, “let us go and greet her.” She advanced quickly, 
and in another moment we were standing face to face, 
was more hopelessly puzzled than ever. Why it "as Aunt 
Charlotte, and yet it was not the old Aunt I remembered 
whose hair was -snowy white, and whose form was bait with 
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prhaps about my age, and her hair 
age. This lady « s °' u d ; e P wa s as upright as my own, and her 
was grey ! but u 1 

step as active. Musgrave,” she exclaimed, “ welcome 

“ Why it is never Jane ® changed since the last 

indeed my dear ; but how yo 

‘TsiL^stCdspeechless for a minute, could it be her ghost 

"' hk ,s Ta 1 g as P ed at Ia5 ‘ ; “ b "‘ s " e dled 

ten years ago. Jane, we do not talk of 

Pass away, we dwindle 

in a bewildered manner, 
and how is it that I now find you here and so much younger 
than when I saw you last. 

« I am younger,” said Aunt Charlotte with evident pride, 
“ j am ten years younger than when I left you, then 1 was 
eighty years old, now I am only seventy, why, and she 
laughed merrily, u you and I are just the same age. 

“ I cannot understand it,” I said, “ am I dreaming ? ” 

“ No ! no ! my dear, not dreaming at all, I do not wonder 
that you are puzzled. I was puzzled at first, but you will 
soon understand all about it, and be as delighted as I was 
when I first had it explained to me. You look tired, come 
and sit down on this seat and I will explain it all to you.’ 
W ith a slight bow to me, her friend moved on, and she and 
I were left alone together. 

Fiist of all,” she began, “ I must tell you that you are 

now in the land of Retrogation, and a most delightful country 

it is. \ ou remember in that old world of ours how we were 

always moving on, never standing still, growing older and 

older, until at last we began to go down the hill.” 

,, " or( ^ s > I sat up and began to listen even more 

attentively. 

h'lrhH^ 1 * i lt Am qUlte the con t r ary. Everything is g oing 
and 1 #rst came m y hair was as white as snow, 
grev w n0t much ldt of "»"• as yon see it is «■* 
beginnine M AT” here she whi aperecl quite low, “ « 1 

1 « hr abfe e to 2 M." “ * * ^ 
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“ Your ‘ail ? ” I repeated wondering. 

y V V '' ,, ,d , * la ' r * mean, of course,'’ she said rather 
impatiently, oh, what a delicious moment it will be when 

can say ' my last grey hair,' oh. the joy it will be to pass in - 
lands once more through thick tresses. I used to have such 
beautiful hair when I was a girl. I count the years to the 
time when I shall be young again.” 

“ Do y° u maan t0 say.” I asked,' “ that we shall really grow 
younger here ? " 

\es, my dear, that is just what I do mean, younger and 
younger every day.” 

“ Surely next year I shall be seventy-one.” 

Not at all, you will be only sixty-nine, instead of feeling 
older and more infirm you will feel younger and stronger ” 

Sixty-nine once more. Certainly the idea did sound very 
pleasant, I remembered how sadly I had said good-bye to the 
sixties, and now, could it really be possible that my lost youth 
was gradually to be restored to me ? I thought I had out- 
lived all vanities, but in spite of myself I pictured a tall slender 
girl with ruddy gold hair and a slim waist. How well I 
remembered when my hair lost its gloss and began to look 
dull, and the first grey hair that appeared. It is true that 
I pulled it out and let it slowly frizzle in the candle, but never- 
theless the grey hair had existed, and I could not think of it 
without a pang. Afterwards they grew r common enough, 
and it was only when I used to take out of its paper wrapping 
a long bright curl to show my grandchildren that I could fully 
realise what had once been mine. A smile crossed my face. 

“ I see you are beginning to be pleased already ” said Aunt 
Charlotte, “ now just think, even to-morrow you will be one 
day younger.” 

” What day is it ? ” I asked rather irrelevantly, for I began 
to wonder how long I had been coming to this land. 

“ Saturday,” answered Aunt Charlotte. 

Oh, then it is still my birthday, and to-morrow it will be 
Sunday, and I shall not be able to go to church with the dear 
grandchildren.” Already I had begun to feel that there was 
a sort of want of something in this strange country. 

To-morrow will be Friday,” said Aunt Charlotte, “ not 
Sunday.” 



b ^ kwards tbe days so 
coined November. 0ct ^ a "tald ,°“ ’i ^ nder if 1 sha11 ever 

“ It is most perplexing’ 

get used to it ? ” , my dear, to find how soon you 

“ You will be quite suipi yQU wi n be to grow 

ge t accustomed to it, 

backwards.” . but I suppose there must be 

“It does sound very ^ delightful to grow young, 
some drawbacks. « ' u very much about being 

but I do not know that I shall care 

a child again.” , » said Aunt Charlotte, 

' 5 ^:r"^n,C I replied, “but people 
ought to look at a thing on every side. I know that no ung 
can be quite perfect, but I do feel that it is a great disadv antage 

not to be able to go on improving.” 

“ What nonsense,” said Aunt Charlotte, u G ia ^ 
verv thing we are all doing, we go on improving even ay. 

“Yes, in a way, Aunt; but then it is all improving 
backwards, now I like to be improving forwards. 

“ As if there could be any difference, really, my dear, 1 
you are to go on improving forwards as you seem to wis 
you will very soon be as Shakespeare says, ‘ sans eyes, sans 
nose, sans teeth, sans everything.’ ” 

I saw she did not understand me, she never did in the o 
days, but it was of no use trying to explain what 1 meant • 
that there is an improvement which goes on, yes, even thoug 
the bodily strength should fail, and the faculties begin 
decay. Is not old age a lovely thing with its naatih 
experience ? The rugged angles of youth worn down ; * ^ 
quick eager spirit chastened and refined. Strange to sa ^’ , 
began to feel as regretful about my old age as I had done a 0 
my \outh. We sat quiet for a few minutes, Aunt Chai 
eemed rather offended, and neither of us was inclined to sp 
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The silence was presently broken by voices. “ Dear me 

how my arms do ache,” some one was saying, “ Grandfather 
is dreadfully heavy. 

“ So is Grandmother,” said another voice, and two girls 
•came along the path each carrying a fat baby. 

“ Come and sit down, my dears,” said Aunt Charlotte 
making room for them on the bench, “ and let me make you 
.acquainted with my dear niece, Janet Musgrave — a new comer,” 
she whispered in a sort of aside. 

I felt a little awkward, for really, I hardly knew what I 
was about, so I asked to look at the babies, and how old they 
were. 


(iiandfather is just a year old,” said one of the girls whose 
name I afterwards found was Julia Dent, “ he is such a pickle 
and always getting into mischief, and such a weight, but one 
knows he will grow lighter every day.” 

I think that is almost worse,” said the other girl, Clara 
Reed, when they are a year old they can sit up well, and 
seem to have some spring in them, now look what a lump 
Grandmother is, she lies such a dead w r eight in one’s arms.” 
Why do you call them Grandfather and Grandmother ? ” 
I asked, “ it seems such a very funny way to speak of two 
babies.” 

The girls looked surprised at my question. “ Rut they really 
are our Grandfather and Grandmother.” 

" I shall never make you understand. Jane,” broke in Aunt 
Charlotte, “ do you not see that these two babies came here 
about seventy or eighty years ago, and that they have grown 
down into babies, and as these two grandchildren happened 
to come to this country at the time they were getting children, 
they were given into their care ? We always try to place our 
children with relations, if possible, as they take so much more 
interest in them. How old were you, dear Julia, when you 
first came ? ” 

“ I was about thirty, and Clara was a year or so younger. 
How well I remember Grandfather the first day I saw him. 
He was about ten years old, and such a handsome, merry little 
fellow.” 

She gave a sigh, and I wondered whether it was leally so 
nice as Aunt Charlotte described, to grow younger instead 



hill. 


going down THE 

woridreally so great an improvement 


Was this new 

° f °, id ?* n no “ Grandmother has only 

""^s^wasm-eG-f^ “ look at them,” and she dis- 
g0 < four teeth WU” • “ front teeth; but there was none 
Played four dear l, “' t , , mother displays her baby s hrst 

of the pride wh* 1 u ' 1 ' j a s i 10 rt time tliose little teeth 
teeth. Clara knew that 


would be gone. clever boy,” went on Julia, “ when 

“ Grandfather was sue c ^ Latin a nd more Greek than 
t first had him he knew J h tic ; why, you could not puzzle 
most boys, and as lor an 


him 
“ And 


a H then > ” I asked, and though Aunt Charlotte 

And tnen . , „ nnt j nue d for I was anxious to 

Wtl t e ‘o a P n S' I suppose he began to forget P ” 
draw hei out, < p'dentlv this part of growing 

Julia hesitated a moment, eviden y ^ 1 ^ 8 

backwards was not often spoken about. Was it not rather 
sad’” I asked, “when he began to know less an ess, 
when the intelligence began to fail, when the boy s brilliance 

began to fade and 

Here to my astonishment Julia burst into tears. 

“My dear,” said Aunt Charlotte sternly, “do you not 
know that tears are never permitted here, and that no one is 

allowed to have any regrets ? ” 

“ I cannot help it,” exclaimed Julia, " I must speak some- 
times, I quite ache with having to keep it in, you seem as if 
you had a heart,” here she laid her hand in mine, "you seem 
as if you can feel. It is dreadful, it is a thousand times worse 
than the old world which everyone here abuses so much. 
Oh, to think that we are growing backwards, that day by day v ' e 
shall become more ignorant, more childish, no more impi°y e 
ment ; it is heart-rendering, and no one here seems to care. 

She sprang up and clasping the baby to her, she kissed him 
with passionate tenderness. “ Oh, my baby, if only for ° ne 
\eai v\e could be back in the old world and I could watc 
you go on improving, what bliss it would be.” She turned 
°'vay sobbing, and Clara followed her 
“So it ‘ - 


aw 


IS not all pleasure in this land, Aunt Charlotte- 
m\e no patience with the girl,” she answered ; 


r vv i 

t ieie, some people are nev- 


er contented. 
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.. t , 1 ,l ","h 1 T?“ the feelin «-” 1 answered slowly 

“It must be a dreadful thmg to see no improvement, to Jo 

on from day to day as she describes, growing more childish 
and forgetting all that one has learnt.” 

“ 1 be S in to wish that you had never come,” said Aunt 
Charlotte, “ I have always been so happy, and here are vou 
a new comer, upsetting all our orthodox ideas.” She rose up’ 
evidently with the intention of leaving me. ’ 

“ Do not g°’” 1 exclaimed, “ I do not want to vex you, let 
us talk it calmly over, perhaps you may convince me do you 
remember how we used to like arguing and discussing in the 
old days ? ” 

Aunt Charlotte smiled in spite of herself. “ Remember, 
yes, I should think I do, and I also remember that I never 
was able to convince you. You were always very obstinate ; 
but I must say that you do not seem to fire up now as you 
used to do. You have learned to take things more quietly, 
1 suppose.” 

■' I used to have a horrible temper, I know,” I answered, 
taking her hand ; “ how often, dear Aunt, have I wished I 
could have you back that I might ask you to forgive me for 
many of my hasty speeches ; you will forgive me now, will 
you not ? ” 

“ Forgive you, why, my dear, I never used to think of them 
again, but certainly there is no doubt that you have improved 
a good deal, you do not mind my saying so, do you ; I am 
twenty years older than you.” 

Here she stopped suddenly, remembering in some confusion 
that we were now the same age, for whilst she had been growing 
ten years younger, I had been growing ten years older, so that 
we now met at the advanced age of seventy. 

” I do not mind at all,” I said, “ and so you really think 
I am improved.” 

“ Yes, decidedly, though you still keep to your opinions 
you are not so self-assertive, and you are much softened." 

“ What a pity it is that the improvement cannot last," I said, 
a little slyly. 

1 do not in the least see why it should not," said Aunt 
Charlotte, falling into my trap, as you have begun to improve 
now I do not see why you should not go on doing so.’ 


‘going i>°' vN 
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go* t0 grow bf'kwards, 

* ripnr von i 0I & , . fn deteriorate. 

“0 had 

“ you see how dread “1 tto ^ t o reach up to it. ever 
a high .deal before us and t0 press on to another 

striving to leave the p as ^ {au j ts an d follies which we 

future; we are ‘o go ha ^ ^ again the old sins, and 

thought we had le n o the bitterness of tears, 

awake to no repentan . wjsdom . wit h nothing to look 

and reap not the i _ after> we shall pass through this 

forward to, nothing <> the little child, and not even 

land of Retrogation, g° ‘ b in „ w ith all its life before it, 
thC ChM — with no possible future. Aunt 

b “ l ,l " ' S r i . n no mad, I cannot bear it. Oh, my old age, 
Charlotte, Is ? „ not pass away. I would not lose even a 

d”v"of r no ' not to return to all the beauty and strength of 
youth. ' Stay with me, old age, welcome all your infirmit es, 
all your drawbacks ; if you will only let me keep also the 
memories of the past, and the glimpses of the future. 

* * * ^ * 

“ Grannie dear ! is there anything the matter ? ” and my 
youngest daughter laid her hand gently on my shoulder, 
whilst she pressed her lips to my cheek. Y ou seemed so 
troubled in your sleep, that I was obliged to wake you. I d° 
believe that there are tears in your eyes.” 

“ Oh, do not let me go back to that dreadful land,” I gasped- 
“ What land, Grannie ? why you must have been dreaming. 

“ And Aunt Charlotte, where is she, is she gone ? ’ 

Than all at once, I gave a little start and seemed to conn* 
back to myself. 

Thank God, I was still in the dear old land of progression- 
I was in my own arm-chair, and my children around me 
\Mvat did it matter if I was seventy years old, if my y oU * 

was gone, and my hair was grey ? What indeed could anythin 
matter ? 


If God’s design we now fulfil, 
If here we work His holy will 
And Angels be at last.” 


GOING DOWN THE HII I ” 

And so I am waiting very quietly now. I do nM even feel 
that my life is a useless one. f see more and more that instead 
of the old people being of no use they have their place in life 
and a very important place it is. 

Are they not the very centre of the family ? Do they not 
unite all the members as nothing else can do ? The family 
may be broken up and scattered, and each may have his own 
separate interests. One speaks of my husband, and another 
of my children , but there is one precious word which seems 
to unite them all, and that is when they speak of “ our mother ” 

Do you wonder now that I am happy and cheerful ? I 
would not have any change, even if I had power to make it. 
My old age will lead me onward, ever onward, through the 
darkness into the light that shineth more and more unto the 
perfect day : — 

M Grow old along with me, 

The best is yet to be. 


The last of life for which the first was made 

Our times are in His hand, 

Who saith u A whole I planned, 
Trust God, see all, nor be afraid . ** 


